BUCKINGHAM PALACE GARDENS

recalls Cortes. During the war, with many other rejects
and indispensables, I paraded Buckingham Palace
gardens at night, guarding with great loyalty, no
gallantry, and a considerable risk of pneumonia, His
Majesty against whatever dangers might threaten him.
"Ours not to reason why,55 we couldn't have been much
protection against bombs, and other dangers seemed nil.
Hundreds of men, including Sir J. Smith, K.C.B., and
Sir T. Jones, K.C.B. (they were mostly Civil Servants in
my squad, and mainly Educational), sergeants and
corporals in the force, turned out night after night, year
after year, crunching through snow or yearning to the
Harvest Moon, relieving each other every two hours or
so with challenges, salutes and flashings of torches, the
relieved proceeding to the King's Stables for cocoa,
biscuits and bridge. Wiser men might perhaps have
insisted on our going to sleep instead; but we were
proud of our job, and when, late in the war, we heard
that another company had arrested a drunken Australian
soldier for throwing the hat of another drunken Australian
soldier over the Royal and Imperial wall, and actually
got him fined a shilling, we felt proud of our Corps
(H.Q.C.D.) and very envious of the other company
which had bagged the villain. For ourselves we con-
soled ourselves with Education. Past Grecian portico,
grove and lake we tramped; flashed lights when we met,
and then for a minute or two, communing strictly against
orders, in rain or frosty moonshine listening for the
sergeant's grim approach (the sergeant having been
either at school or college with most of us), we eagerly
exchanged information about Secondary Schools, and
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